CONJUGAL FRIGIDITY

and wait there for the coach to come back and fetch her when
they had got new relays. At last she slipped into Paris un-
noticed, the drone of abuse still echoing in her ears. She
rushed into her house in the narrow rue du Bac near the
Jacobins of the rue St. Dominique, and had to remain hidden
there for fear of the fishwives and common people. She fell
ill with nervous convulsions. First she would sob and then
hold up her head proudly, and a bitter smile twisted her face
into that ironical mask which conceals the deepest wounds of
pride. She clung desperately to life and to hopes of revenge.
On September i3th she wrote to Richelieu:

6 . . . for myself I will really try to acquire the health of a
street-porter to rile my enemies as long as I possibly can and
to have time to cause their downfall-----'

The relations between Louis and Marie had relapsed into
their normal coldness. He could not forgive her for being
there in place of the duchesse, so he treated her cruelly. She
wept in secret. Hiding their painful thoughts, they had to put
up a fagade for the benefit of the people of Paris in the tumult
of national thanksgiving.

Compelled by passion, the duchesse dragged herself out of
bed and hid disguised among the crowd to watch Louis as he
went in procession to the Hotel de Ville. She describes this in
a poignant letter:

c. .. Far from wanting to make conditions for my return
by the dismissal of certain people, I feel weak enough to give
myself at a simple request of the master. But tell me, I beg
you: do you think he loves me still? ... I dressed myself in
such a way as to defy recognition and, with Mademoiselle
Hebert, I stood in his path, I saw him, he looked joyful and
moved, he is then capable of a tender impulse! I fixed him
with my eyes for a long time, and, see what imagination is, I
thought he had cast his eyes on me and that he was trying to
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